THIEVES IN THE X1GHT
against the walls: six paces away, to our right, was
yawning a lovely fireplace of chiselled stone.
Beyond the fireplace was a pair of tall double doors :
these looked the length of the gallery and manifestly
led to the kitchen and so to the servants' wing.
As I made to move towards them, Hubert laid a
hand on my arm, and when I stopped, he set his mouth
to my ear.
" I can't believe they're keeping no sort of watch.
If they are, they'll be round the corner, close to the
light. This gallery is the obvious place for a sentinel.
I guess it runs the length of the castle and I'm sure
it commands the courtyard." I nodded assent.
" Follow me up to the corner, and wait till I've had a
look round."
Now so thick was the carpet that, had we been shod
with iron, our footfalls could not have been heard: but
abi we began to move forward, I knew how a thief
must feel in the house he has entered to rob. I was
listening so feverishly that the pounding of my heart
did much to embarrass my ears: although there was
nothing to see, I was straining my eyes : every nerve
in my body was taut, and my senses were ready to
magnify out of all reason the slightest cause for
suspicion that our presence had been observed.
As though to prove my condition, without any
warning the clock whose tick I have mentioned began
to chime, and though, I think, we aU started, I must
frankly confess that my hammering heart stood still.
The chimes were those of Westminster and were
stately and melodiously done, but I shall never forget
how they rode upon the silence of the gallery, as
inexorable and relentless as the master they served.
A quarter to twelve,
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